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'■  Sti'iko  the  harp,  and  raise  the  song;  bo  near  with  all  your 
wings,  ye  winds  ;  bear  the  mournful  soimd  away  to  Fingal's  airy 
hall,  that  he  may  hear  the  voice  of  his  son,  the  voice  of  him  that  -^ 

praised  the  miglity."  Ossian.  jvt^t^  ^/u/lH 

uiluCT 

Some  short  time  back,  reflecting  on  tlie  fact,  that  •• 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  by  selecting  for  liis  Poenis  the 
History  and  Scenery  of  his  Country,  lias  shed  im- 
mortal lionoiir  and  glory  on  Scotland,  and  has  con- 
ferred on  her  vast  pecuniary  advantages,  too,  for  he 
has  brought  immense  crowds  of  tourists  and  pilgrims 
to  her  glens  and  lakes  and  mountains,  Irom  every 
country  in  the  world — reflecting,  I  say,  on  this  fact, 
I  was  almost  inclined  to  regret  that  Moore,  our  onty 
great  Poet,  should  have  preferred  the  History  and 
Scenery  of  the  East  for  his  principal  and  greatest 
work  to  that  of  his  own  Country  ;  and  that  Balfe, 
our  most  popular  Composer,  should  have  selected  for 
his  various  Operas,  the  scenes  and  incidents  of  other 
lands. 

In  turning  over  the  pages  of  Ossiax,  tlie  Ho:\rER 
of  the  Irish  Nation,  and  the  only  perfect  parallel  in 
history  to  that  transcendent  genius,  my  thoughts  and 
feelings  on  this  subject  found  expimsjon  in  a  para- 
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PREFACE. 


plirased  version  of  the  Dramatic  Talc  of  Comala, 
wliich  T  have  elsewliere  arranged  with  Orifyinal 
Music  as  an  Irish  Opera. 

For  the  following  liistoric  incident,  upon  which  this 
Opera  is  founded,  I  am  indebted  to  the  researches, 
or  at  least  tlie  genius,  of  the  late  Mr.  James  Mac- 
PiiERSON  (Editor  of  Ossians  Poems),  to  whom  I  also 
feel  under  obligations  for  the  materials  of  the  piece  ; 
but  I  need  scarcely  apologise  for  tliis,  as  I  have  only, 

to  use  the  words  of  Moore,  "  brouo-ht  home  the  Irish 

'  " — 

Princess  from  her  wanderings  in  the  highlands  :" 


"  Comala,  daughter  of  Sarno,'-  King  of  Innistore, 
fell  in  love  with  Fingalt  at  a  feast  to  which  her  father 
had  invited  him,  upon  his  return  from  Loughlin,  after 
the  death  of  Agandecca.     Her  passion  was  so  violent, 


■■■  A.11  Scotch  historian.s  liiive  recorded  that  Scoth^nd  re- 
ceived her  first  Iving.s  from  Irehxnd  ;  and  Mr.  McPhkrsox  al- 
low.s  Fingal's  ancestors  to  liaveheen  Irish.  The  family  of  Argyle 
are  still  calle<1  Slinchd  Dliiarmi^d — i.  e.,  the  descendants  of  Derniid, 
an  Irish  chief;  and  INIcKenzie  and  INIacDonald  are  universally  ac- 
knowledged to  Ije  of  Irish  descent,  and  tlie  Scotch  Peerage  and 
Herald  Office  confirm  it.' 

+  Mr.  MacPherson  changes  the  name  of  FiON  MacCumhal, 
llie  Irish  warrior,  intoFixciAL,  which  is  certainly  a  strange  liberty, 
and  sets  him  up  as  a  Scotch  King  over  the  ideal  kingdom  of 
'•  Morven,"  in  the  west  of  Scotland.  All  the  authentic  histories  of 
Ireland  give  a  full  account  of  the  great,  Fin  MacCumhal' .s  ac- 
tions ;  whereas,  in  the  Chronicum  Scotorum  from  which  the  list  of 
the  Scotch  Kings  is  taken,  there  is  not  a  syllable  .said  of  such  a 
name  as  Fingal. 
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that  sliu  followed  him  disguised  like  a  youth  who 
wanted  to  be  employed  in  his  wars.  She  was  soon 
discovered  by  Hidallan,  the  son  of  Lamor,  one  of 
Fingal's  heroes,  whose  love  she  had  slighted  some 
time  before.  Her  romantic  passion  and  beauty  re- 
commended her  so  much  to  the  King,  that  he  had  re- 
solved to  make  her  his  wife  ;  when  news  was  brought 
him  of  Caracul's  expedition.  He  marched  to  stop 
the  progress  of  the  enemy,  and  Comala  attended  him. 
He  left  her  on  a  hill  within  sight  of  Caracul's  army, 
when  he  himself  went  to  battle,  having  previously 
promised,  if  he  survived,  to  return  that  night."  The 
sequel  of  the  story  may  be  gathered  from  the  poem 
itself.  ^^      ^ 

Catiiedeal  Squabk, 

Waterford,  1870. 
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COMALA 


-A.    IDE,j!Vavn.A.TIC     I'OEIvr. 


Faded  is  Erin's  noble  race, 

And  gray  lier  towers  are  seen  afar  ; 
No  more  her  lierocs  urge  tlie  cliase, 

Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war.— Uvkos. 


DPvAMATIS  PERSONJE. 

Comal  A         .     Daughter  of  Sarno,  King  oflnistorc. 

Mklilcoma     I  Daughters  of  Morni. 
JDersegrena  J  ^ 

FiNGAL  .     Son  of  Comlial,  and  King  of  Morven. 

HiDALLAN      .     One  of  Fingal's  heroes, 

Bards,  attending  the  King. 


Becitative — Derse(jrena. 

The  chase  is  o'er,  and  Arven's  echoes  sleep. 
Save  where  the  torrent  thunders  down  the  steep. 
Daughter  of  Morni,  haste  from  Crona's  streams, 
Our  songs  shall  bless  the  sun's  retiring  beams. 
Lay  down  thy  bow,  and  bid  the  harp  awake, 
'Till  with  its  notes  the  breeze  of  Ardven  shake  ! 

Kecitative — Jfcli/coiiia. 

Grey  night  approaches  fast,  thou  blue-eyed  maid, 
And  dims  the  distant  landscape  with  its  shade  ; 


COM  ALA. 


Now  as  on  Crona's  winding  banks  1  stof»d, 

I  mark'd  a  dee]-  half-liid  among  the  wood  ; 

His  dark  brown  back  seeni'd  tliro'  the  dubious  gloom 

The  mossy  hillock  of  some  hero's  tomb, 

But  soon  surpris'd,  the  swift  deceiver  tied, 

And  meteors  play'd  around  liis  branchy  head. 

While  from  the  clouds  that  hang  o'er  Crona's  stream 

The  awful  forms  of  other  ages  gleam  !  '■■ 

Recitative — Dcrsegrena.  t 

Ah  !  hapless  sight  !  these  signs  too  surely  tell 
That  mighty  Fingal  in  the  battle  fell  ! 
His  foes  are  trampling  on  the  king  of  shields, 
And  Caracalla  triumphs  o'er  our  fields. 
Rise  from  thy  rock,  Comala  ;  rise  in  tears 
Daughter  of  Sarno  !  for  too  true  thy  fears  ! 
Low  lies  the  youth  that  blest  thy  virgin  love, 
And  o'er  our  misty  hills  his  ghost  is  seen  to  move. 

Am — JleUlcoma. 

Ah  !  there  Comala  sits  forlorn  in  tears — 

Her  blue  eye  gazes  o'er  the  dark'jiing  vale  ; 
Two  grey  dogs  near  her — shake  their  shaggy  ears, 

And  sportive  try  to  catch  the  flying  gale. 
Her  rosy  cheek  upon  her  arm  reclined — 

Her  loose  hair  streaming  to  the  mountain  wind  ; 
Night  gathers  round,  and  must  the  maiden  mourn, 

O  hapless  king,  thy  promised  return. 


■"  Apparent  dirfe  facies,  inimicafiue  Trojpe 

Numina  magna  dcuni. —  Virgil,  Lib.  11,  622-3. 
+  Dertoe;?rena — the  bri^ilitnc-oD  of  a  buubeam. 


00>fALA. 


Kecitative — Coinala. 


Wo  !  streamy  Caruii/"'  wo  to  me ! 

Thy  waters  roll  in  liiiman  gore  ! 
Has  battle's  savage  voice  been  heard  by  thee  ? 

Oh  !  sleeps  the  King  of  Morven  on  thy  shore  ? 

Am. 


Rise,  daughter  of  the  sky,  arise  ! 

And  through  thy  cloudy  mantle  beam  ! 
While  on  his  promised  path  T  feast  my  eyes, 

And  fondly  hope  to  see  his  sabre  gleam. 
Or  rather  let  the  meteor  red. 

That  lights  our  fathers  through  the  shade, 
Conduct  me  o'er  the  mangled  dead, 

To  where  my  lover's  corpse  is  laid. 


Who  now  will  save  my  virgin's  bloom 
From  fierce  Hiddallin's  odious  love  ; 

My  only  friend  sleeps  in  the  tomb — 
No  more  his  arm  for  me  can  move  l 

Long  may  Comala  look  in  vain 
To  see  her  Fingal's  manly  form, 

Bright  'midst  his  warriors  on  the  plain- 
As  the  sun  rising  through  the  storm, 

*  Cavuu — ^a  wiudius  river. 
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Am — Hldallan. 


Hide,  mist  of  Crona's  gloomy  vale. 

0  hide  the  king's  lone  shaded  walks  ; 
Let  me  not  hear  his  voice  upon  the  gale, 

Or  meet  liis  awful  spirit  where  it  stalks  ! 
Around  his  conq'ring  steel  no  heroes  throng, 

In  wild  dismay  they  fly  before  the  foe. 
0  Carun  !  roll  thy  streams  along  ! 

The  chief  of  Morven's  warlike  race  is  low. 

Air — Co  mala. 

Son  of  the  cloudy  night,  0  tell 

On  Carun's  sounding  banks  who  fell  ? 

Was  he  fair  as  Ardven's  snow  ? 

Blooming  as  the  showery  bow  ? 

"When  on  the  hills  bright  sunbeams  shine  ? 

Was  he  terrible  in  might 

As  the  thunders  of  the  sky  ? 
Was  he  swift  to  meet  the  fight 

As  the  bounding  roe  to  By  ? 

VyuLCiTX'nxz—irkhdlau. 

Oh  !  let  me  gaze  upon  his  lovely  maid  ! 
Her  eye  besj^eaks  the  sorrow  of  the  heart- 
Those  drooping  locks  her  blushing  beauties  shade — 
Blow,  gentle  beeeze,  those  droojDing  locks  to  part  ? 
AVhile  I  behold  her  arm  white  as  virgin  snow. 
Her  cheeks  suffus'd  with  tears  the  loveliness  of  wo  ! 


*  Hidallan  was  .sent  by  Fiugall  to  give  notice  to  Coniala  of  his 
return  ;  he,  to  revenge  himself  on  her  for  slighting  his  love  some 
time  before,  told  her  that  the  kin;;  Avab  killecl. 


COMALA 


Air — Comala. 

And  is  the  son  of  Comhal  really  dead — 
O  cruel  herald  of  the  mournful  tale  ? 

The  awful  thunder  rolling  o'er  my  head, 
The  winged  lightning  darting  thro'  the  vale, 

No  more  alarm  Comala's  timid  breast ; 

Nor  can  they  break  her  Fingal's  lowly  rest, 

O  messenger  of  sorrow,  tell 

Was  it  my  conqu'ring  hero  fell  ? 

Chorus. 

Our  tribes  are  scattered  o'er  the  mountain  heath, 
No  more  to  hear  his  animating  breath  ! 

Am. 


Art  thou  gone  ?    Then,  farewell  I  but  wherever  thou  be 
Oh  forget  not  Comala  !  wlio  lives  but  for  thee  ! — 
In  whose  joy  and  whose  sorrow  thy  name  shall  be  dear. 
As  thy  smile  when  reflected  on  memory's  tear. 


Kemembrance  of  thee  in  this  bosom  will  stay 
When  its  pangs  and  its  fears  shall  have  melted  away  ; 
And  tho'  jDarted,  alas  !  still  believe  that  thou  art 
The  life  of  this  lonely  and  desolate  heart ! 

Ercitative — Comala. 

King  of  the  World,  0  may  the  foaming  wave 
Of  ruin  sink  thee  in  confusion's  sea  I 


COM  A  LA. 


Few  be  tliy  steps  to  an  untimely  grave  ! 
And  may  some  wretclied  virgin  mourn  for  thee  ! 
May  she,  hke  sad  Comala,  waste  in  tears, 
The  strength  and  beauty  of  her  youtliful  years, 
Why  didst  thou  bring  the  news,  0  cruel  chief. 
To  blastthose  budding  hopes  that  sootli'd  my  grief? 
My  fancies  might  have  linger'd  still, 
And  feign'd  his  image  on  the  distant  hill, 
A.  tree  might  have  deceived  my  willing  sight, 
And  pictur'd  Fingal  through  the  gloomy  night  ! 
The  mountain  wind  melodious  might  have  borne 
Sweet  to  mine  ear  tlie  echoes  of  his  horn. 

0  that  I  were  on  Carun's  banks  laid  low  ! 

1  'd  clasp  the  hero  to  this  breast  of  wo  ; 

And  pour  my  sighs  in  the  dull  ears  of  death — 
Tear-bathe  his  cheeks,  and  warm  them  with  my 
breath. 

Air — IlidaUou. 

He  sleeps  not  on  the  banks  of  Carun's  stream, 
Yonder  on  Ardven,  heroes  raise  Ids  tomb  ; 

Look  from  th}"  clouds,  0  moon,  and  be  thy  beam 
Bright  on  his  breast,  amid  surrounding  gloom. 

Shine  on  his  armour  of  resplendent  steel. 

That  fair  Comala's  heart  new  pangs  may  feel. 

Recitative — Comcda. 

Sons  of  the  dismal  grave  !  0  staj , 
And  let  me  see  my  love,  and  mourn  ! 

He  left  me  at  the  chase  to-day — 
With  night  he  promised  to  return, 
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Is  this  his  sad  return  ?  heart-rending  wo  ! 

I  knew  not  that  he  went  to  meet  the  foe. 
And  tliou,  0  trembhng  Druid""'  ot  the  cave, 

Who  saw'st  my  hero  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ; 
Thou  know'st  the  future  fortunes  of  the  brave, 

Ah  !  why  not  tlien  foretell  the  fatal  truth ! 

Air — Comala 
Oh  !  tell  me  not  of  those  briglit  days 

When  thou  Avert  all  to  me  ; 
Nor  wake  again  those  slumb'ring  lays 

My  lute  first  sung  to  thee. 
II. 
But  let  the  memory  of  the  past 

In  silence  now  depart ; 
For  Pleasure's  dream  no  more  shall  cast 

Its  sunshine  round  my  heart. 

HI. 

Yet,  thoughts  of  hours — hours  long  gone  by — 

Come  on  me  like  a  spell. 
And  weeping  sadness  seems  to  sigh, 

Oh  !  say  not  yet  Faiip:well  ! 

IV. 

And  though  Joy's  golden  orb  hath  set. 

With  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Hope's  vestal  ray  will  linger  yet, 

This  lonely  breast  to  cheer  ! 

■"  It  is  probable  that  .some  of  the  Order  of  the  Dniids  remained 
as  late  as  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of  Fingal,  and  that  Comala 
had  consulted  a  favoiu'ite  one  of  them,  concerning  the  CA^nt  of  the 
war  with  Caracul, 


COMALA. 


ItECiTATiYE — MeliJcoma. 

Wliat  sound  is  that  on  Ardven's  gale  I 
Wlio  comes  resplendent  tliro'  the  vale, 
Like  the  bright  gl©ries  of  the  rushir.g  stream, 
Wlien  its  wliite  waves  glitter  to  the  moon's  pale 
gleam. 

Chorus. 

Wlio  is  it  but  the  king  ot  nations  proud, 
The  son  of  distant  land,  Comala's  foe  ? 

O  ghost  of  mighty  Fingal,  from  the  cloud, 
Direct  the  vengeance  of  thy  maiden's  bow  I 

Recitative — Comala. 

Ah  I  it  is  my  Fingal's  self,  his  airy  form. 
Amid  the  awlul  ghosts  that  rule  the  storm  ! 
Wliy  dost  thou  come,  0  spirit  of  my  love, 
Witli  pleasure  and  with  fear  my  soul  to  move  ? 

Tkio  and  Ciioiirs. 

Semi-Chorvs. 

Raise,  ye  bards,  the  song  of  praise — ""'■ 
Tlie  Avars  of  streamy  Carun  raise. 
The  foe  defeated,  flies  the  plain. 
Where  he  proudly  hop'd  to  reign. 


■"  The  custom  of  encouraging  men  in  battle  with  extempore 
i-liymes  lias  been  carried  down  almost  to  our  own  time,  Several 
of  these  war  songs  are  extant,  but  the  most  of  them  are  only  a 
group  of  epithets  without  either  beauty  or  harmony,  utterly  desti- 
tute of  poeticiil  merit. 
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Trio. 


He  sets  far  distant  from  our  siglit, 

Like  a  demon  of  the  night ; 

in  a  flying  meteor  bound, 

AVhen  the  dark  woods  gleam  around  ; 

And  the  mountain's  angry  breath, 

Drives  it  o'er  the  dreary  heatli. 

Da  Capo,  in  full  Chorus. 

Recitative — FimjaJ. 

Methought  T  lieard  a  voice — 0  where  ? 

Or  was  it  but  the  playful  air  1 

No  ;  'tis  the  maid  of  Ardven's  eliase. 

Fairest  of  Sarno's  royal  race  : 

Look  from  thy  rock,  my  love,  rejoice  ? 

And  let  me  hear  Comala's  voice. 

Air — Comala. 

To  see  thy  form,  to  hear  thy  breath, 
Comala  trembles  and  is  blest ; 

0  take  me,  lovely  son  of  death, 
Take  me  to  thy  cave  of  rest. 

Recitative — Fingal. 

Come  to  my  cave,  the  tempests  cease, 
Our  fields  enjoy  the  sun  of  peace  ; 
Come  then  to  my  resting-place, 
Maid  of  Ardven's  echoing  cliase. 


10  COMALA. 

Air. 


Come,  come  away  !  tlie  moon's  soft  light 

Is  beaming  o'er  the  sea  : 
Come,  come  away,  love,  come  to-night, 

And  heav'n  will  smile  on  thee. 
Comala,  dearest !  come  to  me. 

I'll  keep  thee  in  this  heart, 
Whose  every  throb  beats  high  for  thee — 

Whose  love,  whose  life  Hiou  art. 

Come,  come  aw^ay !  and  I'll  be  thine, 

No  fate  our  jo3^s  shall  sever — 
Come,  come  awa}^ !  if  thou'lt  be  mine. 

My  life,  we'll  love  for  ever  ! 
Then,  come  away,  ah !  come  to  me. 

I'll  keep  thee  in  this  heart, 
Whose  ev'ry  throb  beats  high  for  thee. 

Whose  only  love  thou  art. 

PtECiTATiVE — Comala. 

He  is  return'd  ;  no  ghost  before  me  moves  ; 
I  feel  his  conqu'ring  hand — he  lives,  he  loves, 
O  let  me  rest  upon  this  rocky  bed 
Until  my  fainting  soul  forget  her  dread  ! 
Daughters  of  Morni  raise  the  soothing  song. 
And  pour  the  harp's  melodious  notes  along. 

Di'KT — Dersecfvena  and  ^feh'lcom((. 

'Mid  Ardven's  woods,  three  bounding  deer 
Are  slain  by  fair  Comala's  spear  ; 
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Between  the  rocks  ascends  the  flame, 
She  waited  till  her  lover  came. 
0  King  of  woody  Morven,  haste 
To  thy  Comala's  sylvan  feast  I 

Choms. 

0  king  of  woody  Morven,  haste 
To  thy  own  Comala's  feast  I 

Air — Finfjal. 

Sons  of  song,  in  joyful  lays, 
The  wars  of  streamy  Carun  praise  I 
And  let  my  lovely  maid  be  blest, 
Wliile  Fingal  is  her  happy  guest. 

Chorus  of  Bards. 

Koll  streamy  Carun  !  roll  in  joy  ! 

The  sons  of  battle  fled  ! 
Their  prancing  steeds  no  more  our  fields  annoy. 

Their  wings  ot  pride  in  other  lands  are  spread, 


Now  shall  the  moon  arise  in  peace. 

Joyous  the  evening  shadows  shall  descend  ; 
Our  s®ns  shall  hear  the  echoes  of  the  chase, 

And  in  the  hall  their  idle  shields  suspend  ; 
Our  hands  the  wars  of  ocean  shall  employ, 

And  Lochlin's  blood  shall  stain  them  red  ; 
Roll  streamy  Carun  ;  roll  in  jov  ! 

The  sons  of  battle  fled  ! 
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Our  hands  the  wai's  of  ocean  shall  employ, 
And  Lochlin's  blood  shall  stain  them  red  ; 

Roll  streamy  Carun  ;  roll  in  joy  ! 
The  sons  of  battle  fled  ! 

Air — Mclilcoma. 

Descend  ye  moonbeams  from  the  skies  ! 
Descend  ye  mists  that  softly  roll ! 
There  cold  and  pale  Comala  lies  ; 
Bear  to  the  clouds  her  virgin  soul. 

Recitative — Fin  gal, 

Alas  ;  is  she  no  more  ?  the  sweet,  the  beauteous  maid, 
Within  whose  snow-white  breast  the  warm  affection 

play'd  ; 
O  let  thy  spirit  oft  come  o'er  my  dreary  dreams, 
Or  on  the  lonely  heath,  or  by  the  mountain  streams. 

Air — Fingal. 

When  youth's  bright  days  are  o'er, 

And  hope's  young  fancies  fled, 
And  boyhood's  dreams  no  more        « 

Their  halo  round  me  shed  ; 
When  smiles  that  led  me  on 

Thro'  pleasure  and  thro'  pain — 
When  all  those  joys  are  gone, 

How  can  I  love  again  ? 
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Air — Hldallan. 

I. 
And  is  tlie  maid  of  Ardven's  eclioing  chase 

Silent  in  death  ? 
Alas  !  'twas  my  revenge  !  'tis  my  disgrace  ! 

The  poison  of  my  breath 
Blasted  the  blooming  beauties  of  her  face  ! 

11. 
Comala  !  hapless  maid !  where  shall  I  find 

Thy  footsteps  in  the  glade  ? 
Or  see  thee,  swifter  than  the  mountain  wind, 

Dart  from  the  shade, 
Rejoicing  to  pursue  the  dark  brown  hind  ? 


Air — FiiKjal. 


iC 


Youth  of  the  gloomy  brow  !  no  mor* 
Shalt  thou  rejoice  in  Fingal's  hall. 
Nor  shalt  thou  chase  with  him  the  bristly  boar, 
Nor  more  his  foes  before  thy  sound  shall  fall. 
0  lead  me  to  her  resting  place, 
Let  me  behold  her  lovely  face  : 


Ah  !  pale  she  lies  upon  her  rocky  bed. 
The  cold  winds  lift  the  honors  of  her  head, 

Her  bow-string  to  the  breeze  replies — 

Her  broken  arrow  useless  lies. 
Kaise,  0  ye  sons  of  song,  Comala's  fame. 
And  to  the  winds  of  heaven  repeat  her  name. 
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1st  voice. 


Lo  !  meteors  round  the  maiden  stream  ! 

Lo  !  moonbeams  lift  her  soul  on  high — 
Her  fathers'  awful  faces  gleam, 

Bending  from  the  shadowy  sky  ! 

2nd  voice. 

Hidallan  with  rod  rolling  eyes, 
And  Sarno  of  the  gloomy  brow  ! 

Comala,  wilt  thou  not  arise 

And  lift  thy  hand  as  fair  as  snow  ? 

Trio. 

0  .shall  our  rocks  no  more  rejoice 

1  n  the  sweet  echoes  of  thy  voice  ? 
Oft  shall  the  virgins  seek  in  vain 
For  thee  along  the  heathy  plain  ! 
Yet  shalt  thou  come  in  dreams  of  rest, 
And  whisper  peace  unto  their  breast. 
Long  will  the  sweet  impression  last, 
And  all  rejoice  in  visions  past. 

Finale  in  full  Chorus. 

Now  meteors  round  the  maiden  ^y, 
Moonbeams  lift  her  soul  on  hisfh. 


a>TE'W     EIDXTIOIT. 
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[extract  from  the  author's  preface.] 
The  following  selection  of  Illustrated  Lyrics — written  with  a 
view  of  making  the  beautiful  airs  to  which  they  are  allied,  as  well 
as  those  interesting  tales  and  traditions  upon  which  several  of  them 
are  founded,  more  generally  known  to  the  British  Public — ha^e 
hitherto  been  withheld  from  the  diffidence  the  author  felt  lest  he 
should  be  supposed  to  tread  upon  the  same  ground  as  his  illustrious 
countryman,  Thomas  Moore. 

In  Ireland,  from  time  immemorial,  hundreds  of  wild  and  irre- 
gular, yet  exquisite  airs,  have  existed,  and  from  generation  to  ge- 
neration many  of  those  Melodies  ha\'e  been  presei'ved  floating  in 
the  memory  of  the  people  without  having  ever  taken  a  tangible 
shape,  or  being  allied  to  any  particular  form  of  appropriate  words, 
and  have  thus  been  transmitted  from  the  remote  ages  of  antiquity 
from  "  sire  to  son,"  on  the  harps  of  their  Minstrels  as  a  "  Bard's 
Legacy" — the  history  of  which,  it  has  been  said,  "  no  modern 
wi'iter  has  yet  sufficiently  illustrated." 


In  unk'i-  to  meet  iii  soine  )aoa.siire  this  waut,  the  author  of 
the  present  work  recently  made  a  general  tour  throughout  the 
country  for  the  i)urpose  of  procuring,  from  among  the  people,  Irish 
airs  in  their  native  simplicity  and  freshness;  and  while  thus  agree- 
ably employed,  he  also  succeeded  in  securing  several  valuaLle  tra- 
ditions connected  with  those  ancient  melodies  which  lent  them  ad- 
ditional charms. 

Moore,  in  one  of  his  admirable  letters,  has  said  that  "  we 
have  too  long  neglected  the  only  talent  for  which  our  English 
neighbours  have  ever  deigned  to  allow  us  any  credit,"  and  "  that 
our  National  Music  has  never  heen  property/  collected,  and  while  the 
Composers  of  the  Continent  have  enriched  their  Operas  with  Melo- 
dies borrowed  from  Ireland,  very  often  without  even  the  candour 
of  acknowledgment,  we  have  left  these  treasures  in  a  degree  un- 
claimed and  fugitive."  Such  remarks  of  the  great  National  Poet 
are  strongly  confirmed  by  the  well-known  fact  that  Rossini, 
Meyerbeer,  Flotow,  and  others,  embodied  Irish  airs  in  the  most 
elaborate  of  their  eftusions,  and  gained  fame  by  them.  Several  of 
those  "Gems  of  Irish  Melody,"  selected  by  our  Continental  neigh- 
bours to  "  enrich  their  Operas,"  and  thus  give  delight  to  the  most 
cultivated  audiences  in  Europe,  will  be  lound  in  the  present  col- 
lection— united  to  New  English  Words — illustrative  of  National 
suljjects — with  a  hope  of  proving  an  acceptable  offering  to  the 
Musician,  the  Lady  of  Refinement,  as  well  as  to  the  Nobility  and 
people  of  Great  Britiiin  and  Ireland. 


SELECT  MELODIES 

FROM 

ILLUSTRATED   GEMS  OF   THE   BARDS." 


NAMES. 

*  Hail  !  Prince  Patrick. 

The  Maiden's  Smile. 

The  Song  of  Moriad.  t 

Oh  !  for  that  Shining  World 

Beauty  and  the  Bard. 

The  Harpex''s  Serenade. 

Norali  to  Dermid. 

Raise  not  a  Spear  To-day. 

Noi'ah's  Bower. 

Oft  When  o'erthe  Calm  Blue  Sea 

We'll  meet  and  Love  Again. 

Fai'ewell  to  Erin. 

Upraise  the  Towering  Spire  of 

Renown  to  Them. 
Fill,  fill  the  Goblet. 


AIRS. 

."Awake,  Sweet  Harp." 
.  Traditional. 
."Savourneen  Deelish." 
.Name  unknown. 
."  Cruiskeen  Lawn." 
."  Come,  come  away  !" 
."The  Last  Rose  of  Summer." 
."How  oft  has  the  Banshee  CriecL' 
."  Gazing  on  the  Moon's  Light." 
.Original,  in  G  minor. 
."Gramachree." 
.National  Air. 

."  Crooghan  a  Venee." 

."  Drink  to  her  who  Long." 


*  The  words  and  music  of  this  song  were  composed  on  the  occasion  of  the 
recent  visit  to  Ireland  of  his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Arthur  Patrick. 

t  Moriad  may  be  translated  into  English  by  the  sweet  name  Mart/aref, 
which  signifies  Pearl. 


Watcifordt  Thi  Ciiizbn  tIacliiue-PrinUng  Ettablisbracnt. 


